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Of A Diſcontented Minde. 


From ſaddeſt foule, conſum'd with deepeſt finnes, 
From heart quite rent with ſighs & heauy groanes; 
My wailing muſe her wofull worke begins : 
And to the world brings tunes of ſad deſpaire, 
Sounding nought elſc bur ſorrow,gricte,and care. 


In Rom ſilent night, true Regiſter of Moanes ; hs 


Sorrow, to ſce my forrowes cauſe augmented, 
And yer leſle ſorrowtfull, were my forrowes more; + 
Grictc, that my gricfe with griefe is not preuented; ' 
For griefe it is muſt caſe my grieued ſore. 

Thus griete and ſorrow cares but how to grieue; 

For griefe and ſorrow muſt my cares releeue. 
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The wound freſh bleedingmuſi beſtancht with reares, 
Teares cannot come, vnleſſe ſome griefe proceed, 
Griefes come bur ſlacke, which do increaſe my feares, 
Feares, leſt for want of helpe I ill ſt ould bleed, 

Do what I canto lengthen my liues breath, 

If reares be want wy ſhall bleed to death. 


F'Þ 


_— 


To 00D. Thoudeepeſt Searcher ofcach ſecret thought, 
Infuſe in me thy all-affe&ing grace; 
So thall my workes to good effects be brought, 
While I peruſe my vgly ſinnes a ſpace: 
Whoſe ſtaining filth ſo ſpotted hath my ſoule, 
As nought will waſte, but tcares of inward dole. 


O that the learned Poets of this time. 
Srofane Pets, (Who ina loue-fſicke line {o well indite ) 
o Would not conſume good wit in hatefull Rime, 
But would with care ſome better ſubic write: 
For it their muficke pleaſe in earthly things, 


Well would it found uf firaind with heau'nly _ 
vt 
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Dr/contented Mind. 
But woc-it is to ſee fond worldlings vie, to 
Who moſtdelight in things that vaineſt bez Het ng p 
And without fearc worke Verrues foule abuſc, 

Scorning ſoules reſt, and all true piety : 


As if they made account neuer to paTt 
From this fraile lite, the pilgrimage of ſmart.. 


T7 


Such is the narure of our fooliſh kinde, 

When praQtiz'd finne, hath de ly taken roote, 

The way to penance due is hard to finde, , 

Repentance held a thing of little boore. 2 
For contrite teares, ſoules health, and Angels ioy, | 
Moſt men account a mecte phantaſticke toy. 


Smpenttants. 
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11 working Vſe, deuourer of all grace, 


The fretting moath that waſterh ſoules chiefe bliſſe, ,* W; apts 
Theſlie cloſe thiefe that lurkes in every place, m y _ + 
Filching by peece-meale ill the whole be his. "Is ; 
How many are decciued by thy baire, 
T accouat their finnes as trifles of no waight ? 
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| O curſed cuſtome, cauſing miſchicfe till, 
| .., : Toolong thy craft my fences hath miſled; 
& Coofeſſron- Too long hauel beene (laue vnto thy will; 
(- 


| Too long my ſoule on bitter ſweetes baue fed: 
__ Now lurfciting withrhy hell-poyſned cates, 
| In deepe repent, her former folly hates. 
10. 
7 Contritron - 
. And humbly comes with ſorrow-rented hart, 
vw.» With blubbredeyes,and hands v Pee to heauen; 
 Toplay —_ lamenting Mawdlines part, 
That would weepe ſtreames of bloud to be forgiuew 


But (oh) I feare mine eyes aredrain'd fo drie, 
Thar though I would, yet now I cannot crie, 


.. 


If any eye therefore can ſparea teare, 

To fill the well-ſprings that muſt wet my cheekes, 

' ., ,. Oletthareyetothis ſad feaſtdraw neare: 

4 4.4,  Refuſeme not, my humble ſoule beſeckes; 

For all the teares mine eyes haue cuer wepr, 

Were now too little,had they all bin kepr. 

[ ſee 


Diſcontented «M. md. 
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I ſce my finnes arraign'$before my face, RefleBron'ien SIN 
I ſee their number paſſe the moathes in Sunne, FR 


Iſce that my contirmance in this place 
Cannot be long; and all that I haue done 
Iſee the Iudge before my face hath laidez 
At whoſeſternelookes all creatures are afreide. 
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If he be iuſt, my foule condemned is, : 
And iuft he is; what then may be expected, 
But baniſhment from euerlaſting blifle ? 
Toliue like curſed Cazwe, baſe, vile,abieRed : 
Hein his rage his brothers bloud did ſpill, 
I more vnkind mine owneſoules like do kill. 


J/1t BY” niro Jl r-cruielty 
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O could mine eyes ſend trickling teares amaine, TR 

Neuer to ccaſetillmyeternall night, __ 

Till chis cye-flood his mercy might obraine, 

Whom my defaults haue baniſbt from his ſight : 

Then could I bleſſe my happy time of crying, 

But ah,too fouone my ce. ſprings are drying. 
Ttcife 
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4.2 4: Flricehappy ſinner was char bleſfed Sainr, 
1 " Whothough he fcll with puffe of womans blaſt, 


Ie 


OO "DbePaſſuneſs' 


' "Wene forth and wept with many a bitrerplaint, 
And by his tcargs obtained grace at aſt- 
Bur wretched 1, haue falne of mine accord, 
Tenchouſand rames againſt the liuing Lord. 


16. 


Yet cannot ftraine one true rant teare, | 
To _ the blifle from which my ſoule is banifhr: 
My ilinty heart ſome ſorrowing doth forbeare, 


* And from my ſence all crue remorce is vaniſhe : 


For heart and ferice are cloyd with drgs of finne, 
And theres no place for Grace tocnter in. 


17. 


Rite: No place(deereLord) vnleſſethy goodneffe pleaſe 
frall gl o pitty him that worſt deſerues of any; 
And in thy teader mercy graunt himeaſe, 
As thou-tofore haſt mercy ſhew'd ro many : 
Yer none ofthoſc docquall me ia finne, 
Qh how way I hope mercy thento wane. 
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The Traytor «4 hcice borne to perdition, 4 Chrrists 


Betrayms: ; 


VWho for a trifle did his Lord berray, 

In equall doome deferueth more remiffion, 

Then my defaults can challenge any way : 
Heſold himonce, thar once for gaine was doac, 
I oftentimes, yer lefle chqn nothing wonne. 


jc} - 


The bloudy minded Toes, in fury mad, 

Vncill on Chriſtcheir cruell ragewas fed, 

In their fell anger more compaſſion had 

Then 1, for whom his harmelefle bloud was ſhed : 
Their helliſh ſpicewithin aday was paſt, 
My fintull fit doth all my life time laſt. 


Foreu'ry ſtripe that he from them did take, 
A thouſand deadly finnes haue I c ommirred; 
Andeu'ry wound as deepe a wound did make, 
Asdid the cords wherewith my Chriſt was whipped : 
Oh hatcfull caitiffe, parricide moſt vile, 
Thus (with my ſinne) his pure blood rodeitle. 
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-4x.- O ſine, firſt parent ofmans euer woe, 
: "TheUiſtance large thar ſeuers hell and heauen; 


Senſes confounder, ſoules chiefe overthrow, 

Grafted by men, not by the grafter giuen- 
Conſuming canker, waſting foules chiefc treaſure:. 
Onely to gaine a lutcle critling pleaſure, 


I ef? 
An ta * 


Happy were man, if finne had neuer bin, 
Thriſe happy now, if finne he would forſake; 


Bur happier farre, if for his wicked ſinne 


He would repent and earty ſorrow make : 
Leauing this drofle and fleſhly deleQtation, 
To gaine inheauna laſting habicacion. 


— 
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Haven. There is the place wherein all ſorrowes dye, 


Where Ioy exceedes all ioyes that cuer were; 

Where Angels make continuall harmony, 

The minde ler free trom care, diſtruſi,or teare : 
There all recejue true contentation, 


Happicd by heaucnly contemplation, 
Now 


Diſcontented 'M ind. 


Now ſee /alas)rhe chnnge make for {inne, Fell. 


In ſteed of heau'n, hell is become our lor ; "260 
For bleſſed Saints, damn'd fiends we cer winne; 
For reſt and freedome, laſting bondage got: 
For lo; content, eternall loue and peace, 
Gracic, dilpairc, hate, iars that neuer ceaſe. 
The worme of conſcience ſtil] attenderth on Vs, Cor ic 1&77CE, 


Telling cach howre, each inſtant we ſhall dye; 
And that our finnes cannot be parted fromvs, 
But where we are hither they likewiſe flye : 
Still vrging this, that deathwe haue deſerued, 
Becauſc we fled from him we ſhould haue ſerucd, 


/® 
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What greater ſinne can touch a humaine hart ? . Nelutangy. 
What helliſh fury can be worſe tormented? 
Whar ſinner liues that feelerh not apart 
Of this ſharpe plague, vnleſle he haue repented > 
And yet Repentance ſurely is but vaine, 
Without full purpoſe, not to ſinne againe. 
B 2 _ And 


x ff. 


Sting of Sin 
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| Andfeed oncarrion like the raucning kite, 
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- I As: 
Andis itnot then plaine follies error, 
To couet thar thar brings with it contempt, 
And makes vs liue in feare, diſtruſt, and terror, 
Haring at laſtthe thing we did attempt? | 

For neuer {inne did yer ſo pleaſing taſte, 


But luftfull fleſh did loath it when r'was paſte. 


Although my fraitery ſuffered me to dwell 

Yer being paſt, I loath'd it with deſpight: : 
Bur like the fwine, I fed mine owne defire, 
Thar being cleanc, fall coueterh rhe mire 


So greedy 15 mans beaft! apperite, 
To oy after du "hill pleaſures ſtill; 


Not caring what his hungry maw dorh fill : 
But worketh euermore his wils eftcQ, 
Without rettraint; controlement, or reſpeR, 


Diſcont ented Mind. | 


rn 


O ! why ſhould man, that beares the ſtampe 
So much abaſe heavens holy will and pleaſure? 
O ! why was ſence and reaſon to him giuen, 
That in his ſinne cannot containea meaſure : 
He knowes, he muſt account for cuery ſinne, 
And yet committeth fmmcs that countleflc bin. 


This to perſue (deere God) doth kill my ſoule, 

But that thy mercy quickeneth ir againe; 

O, heareme, Lord, in birterneſſe of dole, 

That to my ſues do proſtrate here complainez 
Andart thy feere, with Aaryknocke for grace, 
Though wanting ferzes teares to wer my face. 


She, happy fmner, ſaw her life miſſe-led, 
At ſight whereof, her inward hart did bleed, 
To witneſſe with her, outward teares were ſhed; 
O bleſſed Saint, and 6 moſt bleſſed deed: 
Bur wretched I, that ſee more ſinnes than ſhe, 
Nor gricue within, nor yet weepe outwardly, 


of heauen, 


Expocynt ! 
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When ſhe had loſt thy L-/ bur one day, 
> 4.* +» The want was ſuch, tier heart could not ſuſtaine; 
© But tothy rombe aloac ſhe rooke her way, 
And there with ſighes and tcares ſhe did complaine : 
Nor from her ſenſe, once moou'd or ſtir d was (hee, 
Vacill againe ſhe got a ſight of thee, 


4 


\.,.* Bur Thauecloftthy preſenceall my dayes, 
04 
Aad till am ſlacke to ſecithee as I ſhould; 
M y wretched ſoule in wicked ſinne fo ſtayes, 
I am vnmeete to ſee thee, though I would : 
Yer, if I could with teares thy comming tend, 


I know I ſhould (as ſhe) find chee my triend. 


ww” * 


"a Teares arc the key that ope the way to bliſle, 
&/C2rCF. The holy water quenching heauens quicke fire: 
The attonemcat true twixt God and ouramiſle; 
Tae Ange!s drinke, the blefſed Saints defire : 
The ioy of Chriit, the baime of grieued hart, 
The ſpring of [1c, the calc of cury ſmart, 


The 


Diſcomented Mind. 
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_ 
The fecond King of Iſraell by ſucceſſion, Instanee 
When with /7:4hs wife he had offended, 2. 
In birter teares bewaild his great tranſgreſhon, 
And by his tcares found grace, and forepented: gens 
He,night and day in weeping did remaine; 
I, night nor day tothed ane tearetake paine. 


- 


2 > 


A a 


And yet my finnes, in greatneſſe, and in number 01 f13Þþ a_ ' 
Farre his excced; how comes it then to paſſe, : | 
Thar my repentancethould ſo tarre be vader; 
And graces force, deere God, is as it was ? 

Truthis, that I, although I haue more need, | 

Do nox, as he, ſo truely weepe indeed, , 


= 
O wherefore is my ſteely heart ſo hard? 
Why am I made of merrall vnrelenting ? 
Why is all ghoſily comtort from me bard ? 
Or, to what end do deferre repenting ? 
Can luſttull fleſh, or flattring world perfwademe, 
That I can ſcape the power of him taat made me ? 


No« 


&rpolte lation. 


a. 
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9/5 Nono,theſecrer ſearcher ofall hearts, 
Omn:jc117% Both ſees, and knoweseach deed that I haue done, 
, Andforcachdeedwill pay me home withſmarrt, 
Onnipiſence- No = can ferue, his will decreed to ſhunne; 
: I ſhould deceiue my ſelfe, ro thinke that he 
For ſinne would puniſh others, and not me. 


= 
C6 / #s 
 _ 


Nams ge Our firſt borne fire, firſt breeder of mans thrall, 
© '* Foronebare finnewas of perieQion reft, 
And all mankiud were baniſht by his fall 
From Paradiſe, and vnto ſorrow left : 
® IEP} "20 Ifhe for one, and all for him feele paine, 
Wi, Then, for ſo many, what ſhould I fuſtaine ? 


= Ange's EJjE. tron : 
| The Angels made toatrend on God in glorie, 
EY" Werethruſtfrom heau'n, and onely for one ſinne, 
That but in thought (for ſo recordes the Stone) 
For which they ſti]lin laſting darknefſfe bin : 
| Ifthoſe, once glorious, thus tormented be: 
Conveqie"tt I /baſeftflaue) what will become of me? 


What 


Diſcontented «Mind. 


What will become of methatn nor'inthought, s mentall | 
In thought alone, but in each word and deed, # © all. 
A cbouſand thouſand deadly ſinnes haue wrought, 
And ſtill do worke,whereat my heart dorh bleed : 

For euen now, in this my ſad com 


VVith new madefinnes,my fleſh,my ſoule i is hainiog. | 


F 


O that I were remou'dto ſomecloſe caue ww rem. 
Where all alone retired from delight, ; Ne _— 
I might my fighes andrcarcs vntroubled have, 
And neuer come in wretched worldli s ſight; - 
V hoſe ill bewitching company ſtill brings 
Deepe prouocation, whence great danger; ptings. i 


44: 


Ml company, the cawſe of many woes, at {{ ocrefy 
The ſurged baite, that hideth poylned hooks | 5 
Therockev nſcene, that ſhipwrackr ſoules o rethrowes, 
The weeping Crocodile, thatkilles with loake, - 

The readieſt ſtep, toruine and decay, 187.4, 


Graccs confounder, and helles necreſt way, . . '-- + / 
C How 
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| 4+. 4 
| A" -* Hol many ſoukes do periſh by th guile ? 
"\r How many men withour all fares tent 
Thy deadly haunts, where they in pleaſure ſmile, 
_ no careſuch dangers to prouent ? 
Bur liue like Be4a/5, vnbrideled or vatamed, 
| Not looking, they ſhall for their faults be blamed. 


4a 
fo 


17K -4-, Alas alas, roo wrached doe we line, 
That careleſly thus worke our owne confuſion; 
And to our wils ſuchliberry do giuc; 
Ay me, itis the dizels meerc illufion, 
To flatter vs with ſuch ſenſe-pleating traines, 
That he thereby may take vs in his chaines. 


; 2. * - This well foreſaw good men of auntient time, 
_ L:1c0: 6, Which made them ſhunne th'occaſions of fouleinne. 
| Knowing it waSthe nurſe of cuery crime, 
And Syren-libe would trayne fond worldlings in : 
Alluring them with ſhew of muſickes ſound, 


Vntill on finnes deepe ſhelfe their ſoutes be drown'd, 
; Bur 


Diſcontented «Mind. 


OE tom_ 
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But he is held no ſoriable man, Th Worl's ceniure. 
In this corrupted age, that ſhall refuſe E 
Tokeepe the curſed company now and than; 
Nay bur a foole, vnleſſe he feeme to chuſe | 
Their fellowſhip, and giue them higheſt place, 
That vildeſt live, and Frhef off from grace. 


Bur better tis, beleeve me, in my tfyall, 4 /: 
To ſhun ſuch hell-hounds, faQors of the Diuellz; © 
And giue them leaue to grudge art your deniall, 
Then to partake with ſuch in finne and cuill : 

For if that God /in iuſtice) then ſhould {lay vs, 

From hell and horror, who (alas) could jay vs 3 


Good God, the Iuſt (as he himſelfe hath ſpoken ) 

Should ſcarce be ſau'd, O terror vnremoueable, 

Whar then ſhould they that neucr had a token, 

Or ſigne of grace (ſoules comfort moſt behoucable ) 
But graceleſle liu'd, and all good deedes did hate, 
What hope of them thacliue in ſuch afltate ? 

C 2 O 
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. » »O whowillgiue me teares, that I may waile 
Both nights and dayes, the dangers I haue paſt; 
My ſoule, my ſoule, cis much for thy auaile, | 
That thou art gaeren from theſe ſtraites at laſt: 
O ioy, bur in thy ioy nuxetcares withall, 
That thou baft time to ſay; Lord hearcme call. 


SY 
& 


\ :* 1mfſghtas others (Lord) haue periſhed, 
M Ay my finnes and damnablc delighes ; 
But thou (good God) with care my foule haſt cheriſhe®; 
And brought it home, totaſte on-heau'nly lights : 
Ay me, what thankes, what ſeruice can I render 
To rhee, that of my ſafety arr fo tender ? 


A , 
%.. a 
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( Fore (tu tren #9; uf 
Now do[ curſethe time I euer went 
In ſinnes blacke path, that leadeth ro damnation: 
Now do I hate the howres, I haue miſ-pent 
Inidle-vice, negeAing ſoules faluation, 

Andto redeeme the time I haue miſ-wome , 

I wiſh this hbwre, I were againenew borne. 


HW.iY - 


Bus 


Bur vaincitis, as ſaith the wiſcſt man, [1 D177. 97757 e0 $6: 
To call againe theday that once is paſty. ..,... . .'-!; .. 
Oler RE is forme than, »-', ', fr. oped: OE: 
To gaine thy fauour whil | my life doth laſts... 
 Thatinthenext I may but worthy be, 

Eu'n inthemeancſt place to waitconchee.. 


$4. 
I will, as did the prodigall ſonne ſometime, - | (77: 
Vpon my knees with hearty true contrition, ':  - &. 
And weeping eyes, c my former crime, - Wt 


And humbly begge vpon my low ſubmiſſion, 
That thou wilt not of former faults dete&me, . 
Bur like a louing father now reſpe& me. 


Or, as the witethat hath her husband wronged, 
So will I come with feare and bluſhing checke: 
For giuing others what to thee be!ongedz 
And fay,my King,my Lord,and Spoulemoſt meecke, 
I haue defil'd T ic bed that thou didſt owe; 
Forgiue me this, it thallno more be ſo. 
C 3 Yet 
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Gn, 
< ©” "Yet, for theworld canwitneſle mine abuſe, 


Ile hide my face from face that witch mine eyes; 
> Theſegraceleſſecyes,that had my bodics vic, 
Till it bewithred with my very cries: 
That when my wrinkles ſhall my ſorrowes tell, 
The world may ſay, I ioyd not, though I fell, 


be 4 « 
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Eun thus will I, in forrowing ſpend my breath, 
And ſpot my face with neuer dying teates, 

Till aged wrinckles —_— death 

Haue purchaſde mercy, and remou'd my feares: 


And then the world within my lookes ſhall read, 


The piteous wracke vnbrideled finnehath bred. 


\ 


©! | And that which was a pleaſure to behold, 


Shall be rome an cuer-griping paine; 

All my miſdeedes ſhall one and one be rold, 

Thar I may ſeewhat tyrants haue meſlaine : 
And whenT hauethus muſired them apart, 
I will diſplay on cach a blecding harr. 


And 


_——_ tk 


Diſcontented Mind. 
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Andleſt my teares ſhould faile me at moſt need, "Sorrow: 
Before the face of ſaith Ile fix my Sauiours paſsion, 
And ſee how his moſt pretious ſidedid bleed, 
And note his death and torments in ſuch faſhion, 
As neuer man the like did vndertake; 
For freely he hath done it for my ſake, 


If this his kindnefſe and his mercy ſhowne, 
Cannot _ me vnto tender crying; 
Then will I backe againe turne to mine owne, 
Mine owne finne, cauſe of this his cruell dying - 
And iffor them no teaxgs mine eyes can find, 
Sighs ſhal cauſe tears, teammake my poore cies blind. 


No farre fercht ſtory haueI now brought home; 
Nor taught to ſpeake more language than his mothers, 
No long done Poem, is from darkneſſe come 
Tolighr againe, it's ill to ferch from others : 
The ſong I ſing, is made ofheart-bred ſorrow, 
VWhich penſiue muſe from pining ſoule doth borrow 


I 
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-*+*FIing hor I, of wanton loue-ſicke hies, 
Oftrifling toyes, to fcede famaſtickeeares, 
My Mutic rcſpe&s'no flattring — 
A guiry condcience this fad paſhon beares : 
My finne-ſickeſoule, with ſorrow woe begone, 
Lamenting thus a wretched deed miſdone: 


The End. 


